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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

GREY CRUST 

I am weary, unto desire of death, 

Of the thought fretting in my body, 

Of the body wrapped round my thought. 

They go — 

The curious panting creatures I would be — 

Along the grey crust of the street. 

I would be fused into her — 
Girl going whither I know not! 
I would have her shrill eager breasts — 
Gusts of storm driving the sail of her blouse; 
Her round polished knees, rising, moving like pendulums- 
Engines urging the sail of her skirt; 
Her sharp bird-like head cleaving the sail of the wind. 
I would have the curious blood of her, 
I would have her dream. 

I would be fused into him — 
Child carried in the arms of a mother, 
Child carried whither he knows not! — 
I would have the gurgling mirth 
Emanating from gay-colored baubles; 
The shiver, the sweat and the nightmare 
Emanating from dark wrangling shadows : 
I would have his untinted history, 
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Laurence Fail 

And the hunger 

To seize the whole world by the mouth. 

I would be fused into anyone going new ways. 

Laurence Vail 



TWO POEMS 

WILL POWER 

I would rather grind my teeth to powder, 

I would rather tread barefoot on thin, sharp stones, 

I would rather let the blood of my veins freeze to red ice, 

And the muscles of my legs stiffen to cold stone, 

Than be drawn by the warm breath 

Of transient things. 

I would rather — 

But . . . yet . . . 

I am being drawn ... I am being drawn . . . 

PAIN 

It is 

The hush that falls 

When screaming chords, drawn taut, 

Break with a sudden snap! — and then 

Recoil. 

Henry Saul Zolinsky 
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